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longingly as he raised his hand by way of benediction
and walked away.
After a few minutes my feet were free. I sat down and
went into a deep meditation, unceasingly thanking God
not only for answering my prayer but also for blessing
me by a visit from Babaji. My body seemed sanctified
through the touch of the ancient, ever-youthful master.
Long had it been my burning desire to behold him.
Until now, I have never recounted to anyone this story
of my meeting with Babaji. Holding it as the most sacred
of my human experiences, I have hidden it in my heart.
But the thought occurred to me that readers of this auto-
biography would be more inclined to believe in the reality
of the secluded Babaji with his world interests if I relate
that I have seen him with my own eyes. I have helped
an artist to draw, for this book, a true picture of the
Yogi-Christ of modern India.
The eve of my departure for the United States found
me in Sri Yukteswar's holy presence. *Torget you were
born among Hindus, and don't adopt all the ways of the
Americans. Take the best of both peoples/1 he said in
his calm way of wisdom. "Be your true self, a child of
God. Seek and incorporate into your being the best
qualities of all your brothers, scattered over the earth in
various races."
Then he blessed me: "All those who come to you with
faith, seeking God, will be helped. As you look at them,
the spiritual current emanating from your eyes will enter
their brains and change their material habits, making them
more God-conscious." Smilingly, he added, "Your lot to
attract sincere souls is very good. Everywhere you go,
even in a wilderness, you will find friends".
Both of Sri Yukteswar's blessings have been amply
demonstrated. I came alone to America, in which I had
not a single friend; but there I found thousands ready to
receive the timeless soul teachings.
I left India in August, 1920, on The City of Sparta, the
first passenger boat sailing for America after the close of
the World War. I had been able to book passage only
after the removal, in ways fairly miraculous, of many
red-tape difficulties concerned with the granting of my
passport.